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stincts that a great many of us feel, but are too
civilised to give in to. It made me a little sad to
leave these new found friends of mine behind. I
felt ashamed of having so many of the good things
in life when they had nothing.

I had become very fond of one of the girls call-
ed Bachuli. She was a fair, grey-eyed girl, plump
and not quite five feet tall, with hair down to her
shoulders matted and coarse. Yet, in spite of her
rough clothes and none too clean appearance, she
made a pretty picture when I saw her for the first
time against the grim prison walls trying to learn
to crochet. She looked so very young and had such
an innocent expression that I wondered why she
was in jail, or what great offence this mere child
could have committed. When I walked up to her she
was humming a song, one of those sad haunting me-
lodies one hears in the mountains of Northern India.

"What is your name?" I asked her. She looked
at me suspiciously and asked in her turn very
gently and hesitatingly, "Who are you and how did
you get in here?" "I am a prisoner too" I replied and
she burst out laughing, "What are you in for?" she
asked again. I told her I was a political prisoner
and though she nodded her head wisely, I think she
but vaguely understood what it meant. Anyhow
she decided I was trying to be friendly and being
satisfied that I was no jail official, she told me her
name. Shyly she looked up at me with a very lovely
smile and then with a sigh resumed the work. "Why
are you here, Bachuli?" I asked. A pair of large
frank eyes looked straight into mine and she said
simply "for murder/'

"For murder?" I asked incredulously, and she
nodded her head to confirm it. I could hardly be-
lieve my eyes or ears. This child still in her teens
could not possibly have murdered anyone. There
must be some mistake.